362                               VENETIA.
spite of all her violence and excitement, tremble and be silent: she felt cowed she knew not why.
1 Come, Venetia,' said Lady Annabel with all her usual composure, 'let me save my daughter at least from this profanation/
' Annabel!' said Herbert, rushing after them, * be charitable, be just!' He followed them to the threshold of the door; Yenetia was silent, for she was alarmed.
* Adieu, Marmion ! ' said Lady Annabel, looking over her shoulder with a bitter smile, but placing her daughter be-fore her, as if to guard her. ' Adieu, Marmion ! adieu for ever!'
CHAPTER VI.
THE moon shone brightly on the house of Petrarch, and the hamlet slept in peace. Not a sound was heard, save the shrill voice of the grasshoppers, so incessant that its monotony blended, as it were, with the stillness. Over the green hills and the far expanse of the sheeny plain, the beautiful light of heaven fell with all the magical repose of the serene hour, an hour that brought to one troubled breast, and one distracted spirit, in that still and simple village, no quietude.
Herbert came forth into the balcony of his residence, and leaning over the balustrade, revolved in his agitated mind the strange and stirring incidents of the day. His wife and his child had quitted the inn of Rovigo instantly after that mortifying rencounter that had dashed so cruelly to the ground all his sweet and quickly-rising hopes. As for his companion, she had by his peremptory desire returned to Arqua alone ; he was not in a mood to endure her society; but he had conducted himself to her mildly, though with firmness; he had promised to follow her, and, in pursuance of his pledge, he rode home alone.
He was greeted on his return by his servant, full of the